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---------------

I have been tripping up
an elevator and standing
on my head as I run
trying to win
the race of time as it ticks
away like the clock
I hid under
my bed that becomes
a monster that tries
to eat the legs
off the bed while I hide
my own under a pillow
and press the red button
to get to the top
floor that overlooks
a valley of caves
where people have time
to discover
the wheel.
Wendy Karr
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<Halfof -Oas---------

The air that night breathes,
Inhales and exhales,
Wanders round about the people of twilight.
Their skin absorbs the breeze,
The way the soft sands tallied along endless ocean beach
Capture the sweet salt water
of lapping waves of emotion.
And like a sponge,
They then expound the energy of the wind
In a rush rejoice,
And sustain the breath life of the other half of day.
Benjamin Gaddis
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In Search of _______
Answers

_

My hands ache with freedom,
Throbbing with the weight of emotion
laid upon me by the makers of God.
The strangest notion known is vastness in its entirety,
If such a thing believes to be in existence,
Or has the arrogance to claim the capacity to cure disease.
In a dream I awake,
Yet I remain in the lap of Morpheus knowing I can Search there
Without the interference of my conscious mind;
I can become a mirror revealing the obvious,
discovering the answers to
Ambiguous questions that ignite controversy and contention.
Empathy can expedite the enumerating of the faultless queries and
Corresponding responses sought by the many and the few.
Severalfold thumb through books in reverence,
But to act as The Thinker
Is impossible until the disease reaches its final stages,
Forcing the mind to flare and the fist to allow the head to rest
In deep cogitation.

Benjamin Gaddis
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-Oorm[toru _________

_

The white on the walls
Stretched taut like a straight jacket
On a raving lunatic.

Benjamin Gaddis

'Take ~e to
the 6\Vater

--------------

Sing me a river.
Hum me a creek.
Play the waves of the sea
Tumbling down scales
Of rock and sand.

Benjamin Gaddis
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Lan~ ~nough _______
~or 'Lis...
Lying in our bed and
time has spent our strength and the sunI look out our window at
land enough for us ...
This land has strengthened our ties ...
Through common lace
our corn, our weeds
that strangle and strengthenLife behind this glass
constricts ...
We don't melt together anymore ...
Our fields are di:y as I walk the rowOn our porch swing I sway
like the arm of a grandfather clock
displacing structure and building new ...

_

I think of myself as the moth
caressing the bulb above our screen door
hoping it is a fire hot enough to remove its wings
so it may be more human ...
I look out at the land enough for us
and the firmament and realize my wings still intact
and notice that you are not hot enough to burn them ...
You are just an old flame ...

Jacob Paul Leonard
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~in~

-------------------

Wind is like honey
Swirling its
Sweet scent
To our brain
Leaving a sticky film
And sometimes a mess.
When the wind is
Inhaled
We find it hard
To breathe and
We choke and gasp
For the next breeze.
It is also known for
Bringing
Destruction as it eats
Civilization making us
Build again
From the beginning.
It starts leaping with
Pleasure
pushing everything
As if it were nothing
Because it is wind.
DeAnne Rudy
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<Hypocrit:ical 'Respect: ____

_

You speak.
I listen
without remarking too tired of fighting,
too old to push my point of view.
I wonder where your respect lies,
and why I should honor yours
when you don't care about
whatever it is I believe in.
What you and I find sacred
is not so different,
narrowed down.
You speak
your mind
without allowing me to.
You preach hypocritically.
But I am
too tired of fighting
and will only agree
to respect what you love,
not expecting you
to follow
your own
advice.
David Turtle Forsythe

'N[gkthawk 9

'Llntttle~ an~
'Ll nchang e ~

--------------

Those dreams in twenty days are lost now.
Yellow has all but faded away.
Bent breath on bodies and fireplace warmth
have been replaced by political novelties.
Gloves no longer keep fingers warm,
my hands are so very cold alone.
These paragraphs are too short
and sentences too long.
These mono-printed memories
have lost their colors.
Would you ask if I am angry?
Perhaps I could reply, but
the fire has died out long ago
and cast a shadow over
its smoldering coals.
And now I am numb
once again.
Those dreaming days
have been all used up.
And I am tired of my own.
David Turtle Forsythe
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Far away and so close,
I still reach out in the night
to a time when
I understood more
about nothing.
There, I see you
holding sunflowers and dandelions
with a child's smile
and weathered eyes.
I grasp for these images,
but they only break like bubbles
and shatter inside my soul.
Like a river, they run,
fighting to stay alive,
being pushed back

by stronger currents.
And I try to borrow hope
from the same empty jar as you.
And still you see the rainbows
where I see the black of night,
where you only see
the colors of the stars.
David Turtle Forsythe

On 1:>reak~own
5 un~as

-------------

I lost my eye this morning,
and my anger was somewhere else
until last night.
There remains that place
I don't belong,
where coffee can't
sour my breath,
coat my teeth,
and keep me up
alone at night
wishing my insides
wouldn't contract,
giving birth to hatred.
I stopped starting
the things
I hadn't known,
wondering why I
disown everywhere
until I don't belong
to anywhere anymore.
David Turtle Forsythe
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In-be-eween
'Forge-c-cing
I was in-between forgetting
the way your house smelled
and how you used to look at me
in that tone of voice,
making the quiet deafening.
That night you sealed my lips
by opening your own and
rendered me inoperative
to the working classes
of the world.
Now I wonder what
checkerboard thoughts of yours
get crowned in the pale
sickness of morning,
perhaps leftover fragments
of last night's dreams,
scattered like wildflowers
waiting to be picked.
David Turtle Forsythe

Ataxia

-----------------In the navy when I was young
it was fun, oh what a life
but on the tip of the tongue
would be a life full of strife
The doctors said I was sick
but still sent me back to toil
only another country hick
whose benefits they had to foil
Committed to twenty years
how long before life's end
Ataxia has loosed my fears
on others I can't depend
Can life now be worth living
my career is like a sunken boat
what will the future bring
maybe a bullet down the throat

Randy Chandler
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<free ~oman

--------------

She always sits in front of meTo the left
She leans on one elbow
Her pastel sweater bunching up
Forming a pillow for her free hand
Her fingers are delicate yet worked
They remind me of the quilt
She brought to class one day
Like the tree
She stretches out, around, over
My mind
How mother and daughter rushed to finish it
For the wedding ...
Just in time for the divorce
I study her cocoa hair
And long to stroke it
Not as a child
That is not what she needs
But with fingers that shoot hard,
Strong and softAs I would brush a tree
Withered
Beautiful
Strong.
Wendy Raphael Miller
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'The Cemeters--------

I walk the path through the field of memories not forgotten,
Through rows of misty stone and grass yellowed
by the dawning of a new, colder season,
Nature's Dorian Gray sprinkled on all in sight.
The extremes of poverty are felt as alone a solitary wooden cross,
A monument for one less fortunate than one whose
marble obelisk towers toward his eternal home,
Is fated to withstand nature and time.
But can one's monument to himself show
the contents of his heart and soul
Or portray the goodness of his deeds while stationed in this world?
A tiny marker is set aside as a shrine to one who gave
His most esteemed possession for the benefit of another,
a martyr of sorts.
Yet there is no mausoleum to celebrate his death but the
Rising cliffs of the river channel in which he died.
But is his remembrance shrouded by his destitution?
The dried remnants of memorial flowers are stirred by the
Imperturbable breeze and spread across the icy cap of early snows.
Fallen autumn leaves, brittled by the crisp winter morn,
Remain to remind all of the fragility of their own existence.
One of the few birds, which lingered behind its flock
When they sought refuge from the cold, sings its lonely song,
One of the few respites from the thunderous silence of the cemetery.
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Nature's handiwork is evident on some of the
older sandstone markers,
Their detail not as keen as it was in its infancy.
The impressions once engraved deeply into the stone
Have been scoured from the face, leaving only scars
Of what was once so clear, the harsh weather taking its toll.
But the grass will wake from its dormant slumber
To grow thicker and healthier in the coming seasons.
Death is not an epilogue to the book of experience,
Only a preface to volumes yet unwritten.
Ben Torgerson
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-Oawning of _______
Spring

_

Ashes in the late spring
lay to rest on the tell-tale ground
chilled in the morning airShowers of the dawn
stretchin a vivid spectrum
to catch the moon
descending into the western sky.
I awake to my solar sister, kissing my skin
beckoning my spirit
to dance upon the Earth
and rejoice in her commanding presence.
I reply with a smile.
I can't ask for more abundant beautyit's a sense of peace that seduces my being
in shades of love.
A communication matured with knowledge,
an ancient language that cannot be excavated.
Rejuvenation in simple purity
with one breath following the otherLike taking the first step as a child,
new adventures await me in the future
and I will walk with virgin vision
holding the hand of my sister.
Deirdre Miles
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<New ~eginning _______

_

Why is it that every time I turn around,
I hit the ground?
Why is it the love I sent to you
is yet to be found?
In this world of pain that I call home.
The only misery that I find
is the one I own.
But deep within the darkness
some light is shed.
When I close my eyes and see the deathbed.
It's a lonely old man with many a friend.
Who is resting in peace in the end.
With what seems at a glance,
A smile inside.
With a new beginning of a second chance.
And nothing to hide.
Gabriel Sanchez
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Looking ~ack
On Ourselves
"Oh yes," said he wise and worldly now.
"I do remember, yet it is odd for you to care and
Ask the questions; who's to blame, why and how?
I know you wouldn't realize that the world
Was once beautiful, natural, and fair.
But while the years passed our ancestors diseased the
Oceans, polluted the clean. clear air.
And the majestic birds that at one time
Filled children's hearts with awe
Could no longer soar in the breeze.
For in the heaven thick gray scum was all they saw.
The great land creatures no longer roamed the hills,
They hid within the cracks
For it was the beginning of realization,
But too late to tum back.
It was an awakening experience for those who believed,
The more advanced our ways the better we would be
Were now seeing the effects of their beliefs;
On the land, in the air, and throughout the sea.
These wise men were our ancestors
And their parents were the same.
That spilled oil in our oceans, polluted our air,
These are those who hold the blame
So remember this sad tale,
When wishing upon a star, and while praying, if you dare.
Ask our Heavenly Father why our ancestors only thought
of their needs and not the world's future?
Why did they not care?
Rebekah Frandsen
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Cooling <\Var-ers_______

_

Your voice comforts me like a warm bath
like the bath with bubbles and sweet
fragrance relaxing me sometimes I
ache to hear your voice and only the
still hot waters can provide the soothing
relief and quiet sanctuary I need
yet the tub is draining
the perfumed
bubbles popping the water cooling.
Sherstin Whitehead

J:ament:ing _________

_

Michael
Cease your weeping,
And dine with the Tortoise
Cantaloupe season will come
back again,
Then may you return to the
taste of sweet melons and
berries,
Whilst nostrils and tongues,
drool in delight,
Then shall ripe vines mingle
their stamen,
With white picket fences,
And April's popcorn will
bulge fat with juice.
So sip on red wine,
And begin catching
fairies;
The lynx is not lost,
Because day turns night.
Nor is the heart,
or hope of a lover,
dimmed by the light,
of a snow-laden sky.

His heart is sleeping,
And slow to arise
Visions of lovers are dreams
of the vain,
I'll rid the belief of pure
harts of fairies,
These beasts of lusting rule
only night,
Love is not purposed for
magic or men.
No fake caresses,
No more thick kisses, no
drunken deluge;
Michael's not mine.
This season is barren of
berries,
Not free of frost,
Not fed by warm light.
Nor is the hart,
Nor hope of a lover,
sobered by the sight,
of a she-lover's cry.

Laura Haddock

Sleep_________

_

I'll never forget that Christmas,
You came home drunk.

You gave me a little green cap
as if that could simply
replace my innocence.
How normal we looked,
with our pictures on the wall.
Many nights I could not sleep,
the sound of your feet, in the hall
at night, the way the door creaked.
The warmth of my bed could not
penetrate the chilling dread.
I know I showed my fright
but my thoughts and fears
you never cared to understand.
What you will never know is
my defeat was not complete.
Now that you are dead,
I have grown strong,
and now I am brave.
The only sound in the hall
at night, is the soft hum
of the furnace.

Dana L. Taylor

Ret:urn t:o
t:he Cit:8

----------------

I look out the night window
to the city below:
a million
lights twinkle like crowded stars.
I feel the same as a child
when the city was new,
the view
back then was a tremendous sight.
I thought the people were mostly kind,
but the world is bigger than
my eyes
can see and I lose my identity.
I'm so far from where I would be
and the lights aren't helping.
me see.
And with all the joy from those

childhood trips, I just couldn't
wait to be home,
my soul's
home, without all those lights
where I can stare out my window
at nothing but black, and
a tree
shadow, dancing with night,
the crickets the only sound,
no cars or sirens to interrupt
my dreams,
and no streetlight to be mistaken
for the moon.
Robyn Shumway
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Love or <Passion?

------------

Laura. I don't know if that name means anything
to you, but it means a lot to me. Every man has a
woman who sometime in his life shows him what love is.
Laura showed me.
I had been dating her since April. She was only
sixteen, but that was OK, because I was only seventeen.
The following summer that I spent with her was the
greatest of my life. I saw her every day. Every night we
would stay up late. I would just sit there and hold her
in my arms until one or two o'clock in the morning.
Sometimes we would end up making-out, but we never
actually had sex, until Labor Day weekend.
My family went to Nevada that Saturday afternoon.
I came up with some excuse that was convincing enough
that my parents let me stay home. Laura's family was
off seeing relatives while Laura stayed home and worked.
So, we had the whole weekend all to ourselves.
That afternoon I went to her house after she came
home from work. We spent that time just as we had
spent time together all summer long. We played piano,
sang, watched movies, talked, and eventually went out to
dinner. After dinner it was late before we finally got back
to her house. We both went in her room and sat down to
watch television.
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It was a little weird that night. I never asked, "Is it
OK if I spend the night?" and she never asked, 'Would
you like to spend the night?" It was later than we usually stayed up. We were just lying there and she asked,
"Would you like a pair of jogging pants to sleep in?" I
said, "Yes," and that was it. We were spending the night
together.
We came back to her room after I had changed
and sat down on the edge of her bed and switched the
light off. The television was still on, but neither of us
was watching it. I remember looking into her bottomless
eyes and appraising her elegant features. My hand
reached up, of its own accord, and gently caressed her
white cheek. She closed her eyes as her hand came up
and held mine to her face. I urged her forward with a
pull of my hand. The closer she came, the more I could
smell her. It reminded me of freshly picked roses; it
made me want her even more. As I kissed her, everything else disappeared. The only thing that mattered
was the feel of her lips pressed on mine. The ecstasy of
the moment was almost unbearable. After a long kiss,
we both pulled away. I searched her eyes once again
and whispered, "Good night, I love you." Then we both

lay down and went to sleep. She slept in my arms the
whole night and nothing else happened.
Sunday morning came and we stayed in bed all
morning. We spent the whole day together at her house.
We were like a married couple. We cooked meals together, cleaned the house together, and a thousand other
things. It really didn't matter what we did, the important
thing to us was that we did it together.
That night was exactly like the one before, with
one important difference. The television was still on, and
both of us still ignored it. The light was off and we
reached for each other. Again we lay down together, but
this time we didn't go to sleep for quite a while.
The next morning was exactly the same as the one
before except that we were naked in each other's arms.
The rest of the day was the same as the one before. We
did everything together until I went home to wait for my
family. There was something that made a difference in
the two nights; something caused the kiss, the second
night to turn into something more, but I don't know
what it was.
The next couple of weeks would have been a lot
more bearable if I hadn't come from such a conservative

LDS family. Even though I wasn't religious it was hard
to shake off all the years of people pounding it into my
head that sex was wrong.
I tortured myself all week with guilt. I would wake
up in the middle of the night in a cold sweat from nightmares. I'm one of those people that can't usually
remember his dreams, but I remember one too well.
Some people might think that it wasn't really scary, but
to me it was terrible.
It started out really innocent. Laura and I were
running across a flat meadow in the middle of spring. I
could hear and see the birds above us. They sang with
more beauty than I had ever heard before. It was like a
church choir singing Handel's Messiah. They would land
on our hands and rub their soft feathers against our
skin. The only thing better than the birds were the flowers. The smell of the flowers was incredible; it was too
sweet and powerful for real plants. It was almost like
someone had concentrated the smell of a thousand roses
into a single rosebud. Suddenly, the sky darkened and
the meadow abruptly ended and came to a barren cliff.
Laura and I were standing on top of the cliff looking
down into a deep hole. The hole had a red tinge to it,
and smoke was billowing out. It would have been too far
for us to see the bottom, but dreams change things. It
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was Hell. Laura turned her head to face me and smiled.
I smiled back, and let a little chuckle escape from my
lips. As she turned away from me. I shoved her off the
cliff. I looked down at my hands. I hadn't done it!
Something else had controlled me. I watched in horror
as my body refused my commands to try and save Laura.
I strained against my own muscles, but they refused to
obey. Laura started screaming my name as she fell into
the smoke. The high-pitched shrill cut through the
deepest part of my soul, but I was no longer in control of
myself. I just watched her fall into the depths of Hell,
and laughed. After a few moments, my laugh started to
change into a pitch to deep for my actual voice. My
vision slowly turned everything red until I couldn't see
anymore. I awoke with a start and was almost swimming in a pool of my own sweat. I didn't go back to
sleep that night.
I wasn't able to talk to Laura for a couple days, let
alone see her. When I finally did call her we were both
subdued in how much we talked about. Finally it got so
bad that I decided I had to go talk to someone who would
care about me enough to listen, but who wouldn't judge
me. The only person I knew like that was God.
I didn't believe in any religion, and still don't, but I
believed there was a God. God, to me, was a part of me

that cared about me and what happened to me. He was
always there to comfort me. God and I had had lots of
conversations before this one. He never came straight
out and told me anything. He just made me feel calm
enough so I could answer my own question. Most of the
time I talked to him for several hours, and eventually a
little spark of inspiration would come, out of nowhere,
and push me over the edge of understanding. This time
I never figured everything out.
One night I just jumped in my car and drove out
to a nice isolated canyon and parked my car. I got out
and lay down on the hood. For a while I just lay there
looking at the stars and wrestling with my emotions.
When I finally did start talking there were tears forming
in my eyes.
"My God, what is wrong with me? I'm not afraid of
some eternal judgement. So why do I feel this way?
What is wrong? That night was everything I had ever
hoped or dreamed it would be, and more. So, why do I
feel bad? I know what love is, and I love Laura. Why
shouldn't we have sex? We used protection; both of us
consented; according to everybody else that is what
young people do."
While I sat there thinking even harder to come up
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with an answer, the only sounds were the crickets. It
reminded me of the first night we spent together. We
both had been lying peacefully in each other's arms, and
the only sounds were our breathing and the crickets.
Then just like every time before, the little spark came,
and I had the answer, almost. I felt elated at having the
answer, but something was wrong. I didn't quite feel
right. I felt like I had the answer, but something was
missing. Then I understood, I had the answer, but this
time it brought up a question with a much larger scope
than just me. It had to deal with an entire social mindset. The main reason I felt so bad, and still do feel bad
sometimes, is because I never figured it out.
I started to speak again, but this time my voice
was strong. "If sex is so important that they tell us to
wait for the perfect person, and if sex is what most people want out of relationships and if music and 'trash' literature tell us nothing is better than sex, then why don't
I want to do it again? Don't get me wrong, it was a great
experience and I don't feel guilty anymore. If Laura and
I want to have sex it is OK, because we truly love each
other, and that is what really matters. I think the problem is that I found something even better than sex. If
sex is so great, why was the night without sex better?"
Travis Rawlings
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Cttrus rrrees, che 'llnice~
Scaces Air <force, an~
<French1<issing

------

A Kansas-flat valley in Arizona, so wide you could
almost tell that the earth was round, stretched, like
leather stretched out to dry in the sun, on every side to
distant ruddy-brown mountains that faded to blue the
further away they were. The heat shimmered off of
everything the sun seared, making everything at a distance look as if you saw the world through plastic wrap.
It was a place where grade school innocence was
shed and junior high sophistication was yet to be conceived, like the time after saying goodbye and actually
leaving. It was a place that kept a ten-year-old boy's day
full and imagination occupied.
My grandparents' house was an old show house.
It was considered a small mansion in the early forties.
Now the dull-white painted brick covered with dark
green ivy up to the eaves had a worn-in look like an old
painting. large, curtainless picture windows yawned out
to the full acre front lawn. Clover and Bermuda grass
grew thick under all the giant trees. Enormous eightyfoot eucalyptus trees stood lined along the wooden white
fence. Towering palms, pine, and trees I couldn't name
stood randomly about the lawn.
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Arching over the whole half-acre back yard, like a
spreading oak, was a single tree. It was unlike any other
tree I had ever seen. Light-sienna bark fell off randomly
in little jigsaw puzzle pieces revealing new green trunk
underneath. The leaves were small and sparse. The
thick trunk you couldn't stretch your arms around split
into its three main branches only three feet from the
ground. Branches curved out of the trunk and each
other leaving perfect chairs to nestle comfortably in.
These giants of nature contrasted ~th the fortytwo acres of long marching rows of orange, grapefruit,
lemon, and tangerine trees that surrounded the house.
They were small in comparison to the trees in the yard,
each had an umbrella of leaves making it look like an
oversized green popcorn ball. They looked impenetrable
from the outside, but childlike curiosity revealed but a
curtain of leaves and a five-or six-foot clearing all the
way to their small brown trunks.
There were many other exciting things to do
besides playing in the trees. The first time I saw how the
grass was watered, it was a whole new world opened to
play in. A good three inches of cool water mirrored the
blue sky and trees making them twice as tall. Blue,
green, and red dragonflies, honeybees, and giant tiger-

swallowtail butterflies skimmed the top of the water
shattering the tree's icy reflection. This shallow water
soon became a vast shark-infested ocean, and the trees
became small islands of safety in the South Pacific. I
later discovered that this shallow sea was created by
allowing irrigation water to flood the yard.
Trying to eke out an existence in such a parched
desolate desert lends itself to long stretches of elaborate
irrigation systems. To a bunch of ten year olds this
means only one thing, fun. Who needed a "Slip n' Slide"
when you had a three-foot-deep cement irrigation ditch
covered with algae and green slimy moss. Hours were
spent testing each other's prowess at launching ourselves down the ditch without scraping massive chunks
of skin off by accidentally bumping the sides of the
rough concrete.
All kinds of animal life were attracted to this
desert oasis. Red-tailed hawks scattered coveys of terrified quail. Small, tan, emerald-bellied lizards basked on
the trees or the walls of the house and moved with
amazing lightning speed out of the reach of four-foot-tall
mischievous hunters. Black racers, California kings,
Diamondback rattlers, and water snakes all kept barefooted spectators at a respectable distance.
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The most harmless, easy to catch, and therefore
the most fun, were the abundance of khaki-grey warty
toads. At family reunions contests were held by the
younger cousins to see who could find the biggest one.
Toe contests were all held at night (because toads are
nocturnal; we didn't really know this, per se, there just
seemed to be more at night). A record one-pound toad is
still held by cousin Stephen.
Other events were also held at the farm. Dad was
the cub master of our cub scout troop, so we usually met
there. Meetings consisted mostly of dad telling everyone
to sit still just a little while longer so he could show us
all the proper way to tie a square knot or a bow-line, or
get us to recite the cub scout pledge. After the meetings
were over, we ran around tying improper knots around
every living creature until everyone's mother had come to
get them. One meeting I remember in particular. Daniel
Wolfly, a good friend of mine, pulled me aside and with
pleading in his eyes told me that he had just had his
first french kiss with Nicki Baker on the school playground. You see, our mothers were also best friends and
it was a scientific phenomenon that what my mother
knew, his mother was just about to find out. I swore to
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him that I would cany his secret to the grave.
Love and romance were always quite boring to me
then. There were much more grand, worthwhile, noble,
reputable, valorous, virtuous, dignified, majestic, exciting, impelling, stimulating activities to consume my time.
Luke Air Force Base was only a mile to the south of the
house. This meant that our house was constantly being
buzzed by fighter jets of all kinds. Games were played to
see who could be the first to recognize the different
planes. Sleek F-16's, and the more sophisticated F-15
Eagles were the most common. F-14 Tomcats weren't
flown as much, and every once in a great while you
could spot the stealthy SR-71 Blackbird streaking across
the azure sky.
These dawn-gray jets flew so close to the ground
the stenciling on the tail fins could be read. Legend has
it that one flew so cl9se it knocked the top branches off
of one of the giant eucalyptus trees.
Sonic booms echoed regularly through the parched
air. The ground and air shook as they took off or came
in for a landing. They usually flew in pairs, each matching the other's movements as if each was controlled by
the same hands. Sharp turns making the jets tilt almost
sideways, gut wrenching rolls, and steep climbing

maneuvers were all executed at the exact same angles.
Their after-burners glowed a dusky red in the twilight
like devils' eyes.
These powerful steel jets demanded my attention
whenever they were near. Once somebody has been
close to one of them in flight, they will be able to feel the
awe, and respect for these precise, powerful wonders of
man that I felt as a young boy.
Peoria, Arizona was my home for only one year,
but it is so infused with my dreams that one cannot be
thought of without the other. The broad valley, vast
desert, towering trees and mighty planes all made me
feel like I still had something to grow-up to. The lush
yard, record-breaking toads, secret kisses, and irrigation ditches make me feel like I still have something to
dream about.
Micah Beals
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choir, composition, oil painting, writing, and backpacking. He is a
pre-law/political science major and is planning on becoming an
international lawyer.

Randy Chandler attends CEU and has taken classes from Utah
State University. He is majoring in business administration and
minoring in accounting. He expresses his thoughts and feelings
about being born with a disability and being confined to a wheelchair for the past fifteen years.

Rebekah Frandsen is a sophomore at CEU. She is studying to
be a dietitian and plans to continue her education at the University
of Northern Colorado. She loves to dance and voices her frustration and feelings through writing.
David Turtle Forsythe is a freshman studying art. He is from
Salt Lake and plans to further his education in Oregon. He spends
a lot of time being a recluse.

Benjamin Gaddis is the pitcher for CEU's baseball team. He is
from Salt Lake City and is majoring in environmental science. He
plans to go to school at Willamette University in Oregon.

Laura Haddock is a sophomore at CEU. She loves the outdoors.
She plans to return to the University of Utah to study Chinese history. She also studies the Mandarin language.

Wendy Karr is a sophomore at CEU. She plans to go the
University of Utah this fall. She enjoys drawing, painting, and writing.

Jacob Paul Leonard was born and raised in Price. He knows
he is going to be famous. He plans on making poetry a huge part of
his life and making a lot of money from it. One of the things he
hates about himself is that he doesn't cry very much. His favorite
band is His Name is Alive.

Wendy Miller is a psychology major and plans to attend Oral
Roberts University in Oklahoma. She is originally from Arizona and
came to CEU to debate. She uses poetzy to voice her feelings on
women's issues.

Deirdre Miles is a sophomore at CEU. She plans on traveling
around the countzy and then Europe. She enjoys spending time
with her family, hiking out in nature or taking pictures, and making
memories.

Travis Rawlings is a freshman at CEU and is involved in vocal
and instrumental music, and theatre.
plans to go to Utah State University.

He is majoring in math and

DeAnne Rudy is a freshman, and after CEU she plans to go to
the University of Utah and major in ballet. She writes poetzy as a
release. She plays the piano and sings for fun.

Gabriel Sanchez is a psychology major and plans to continue
his education at the University of Utah. He is a visual artist and
likes to do creative lettering. He's 22, single and vezy available.

Robyn Shumway is a sophomore attending CEU. She plans to
attend Utah State University this fall and major in speech and hearing disorders. Her heroes are the Charlie's Angels, and she is
engaged to Phil Collins.

Ben Torgerson is a senior ar Carbon High School. He plans to
study music and become a choral director/composer

at a university.

Dana Taylor is an elementazy special education major. She is
from California and now lives in Price. She plans to go to the
University of Utah and eventually teach in Nevada .. She feels that
the poem published here is vezy important and the issue has been
closed too long.

Sherstin Whitehead is a sophomore at CEU. She plans to
attend SUU after graduating. She is majoring in English. Sherstin
enjoys basketball, dance, poetzy, and sleep.
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